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1. Chapter 1: War's Aftermath 

**Standard Disclaimer:** All rights belong to those whose rights they 
belong to, primarily the glorious minds at Rooster Teeth, though 
quite namely not me. Don't own a thing. 
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><pXstrong>Ember Legacy, Volume Kbr>* * * *Chapter 1: War's Aftermath 
><strong>* *Twelve Years Ago** 

The Silver Dragon soared through the air, circling the site of the 
recent battle warily. Her argent scales shined across her sleek, 
lithe form, though comparatively speaking her torso alone was larger 
than a decent-sized house, her jaws wide enough to swallow an adult 
cow whole. Massive fires below lifted her pearlescent wings on 
currents of hot air, and her sensitive nose picked up on the stench 
of roasted flesh. 

_Oum's blood. I'm too late._ 

Her sharp vision could pick out the pyres of humanoid corpses, as 
well as several ruined and torn bodies of Dragons. A few of the 
younger Reds and Onyxs, a couple of the brutish Browns, a pair of 
SilversaC 1 


As her large orbs alighted on the massive, unmoving body of an aged 



giant Gold Dragon, her heart seized up. 


_0h, my lovea€ 1 I am so sorrya€l_ 

And then her eyes narrowed as she spied a gargantuan figure at the 
end of the scorched clearing as it rose up, stretching its wings out 
to almost encompass the entire battlefield. It's dark crimson scales 
seemed to flicker in the light of the burning foliage and humanoid 
remains, colossal muscles bunching as it stretched almost 
languidly 

_Ember. So you still live, you bastard. _ 

She alighted across from the ancient Red, her talons digging into the 
remains of friend and foe alike. Her implacable enemy seemed to 
regard her idly, though she noted that the battle itself had taken a 
toll on him. Several gashes rent his scales across his torso, and his 
left wing was slightly tattered, hindering his flight. His chest 
heaved like massive bellows as the venerable Red Dragon sucked in 
great gulps of air, enough so that the remaining trees around him 
swayed as if from a stiff breeze. 

"Come to surrender to me?" Ember asked mildly, his sepulchral voice 
echoing off of the distant mountains. 

The Silver's lip curled slightly in a sneer. "I think not." Her voice 
was hardened in resolve and rang out defiantly. 

"I would have thought you to be here earlier, at your Mate's side," 
he rumbled with a note of dark humor. "And yet here you are now, late 
to the party. One small little Silver againsta€ 1 _me_. " His chuckle 
was the sound of boulders grinding against one another. 

"Where is the Orb, Ember?" she demanded, eyes flashing in fury at the 
mention of her slain Mate. 

"Why, with my own Mate, of course," he replied humorously. "I'm 
afraid you'll have to deal with me, first." 

"That was my intention." 

They slowly circled the clearing, heedless of the terrain or corpses 
that were ground under their massive paws. Though the Red was indeed 
ancient, he was also cunning beyond all measure, and cognizant that 
he had been weakened from the battle earlier. This upstart Silver, a 
thorn in his side for some time now, was fresh enough that she might 
pose a threat. And so he resolved to keep her talking for awhile 
longer while his impressive pool of Aura replenished. 

"Why do you fight me?" he asked, interjecting a note of genuine 
perplexion into his voice. "You know these puny humans and the like 
are a blight upon the land, they deserve extermination! Search your 
heart for the truth of this!" 

She snorted, the great gust of air kicking up debris. "My heart tells 
me you are wrong, and I shall forevermore fight to preserve the 
Balance . " 

The ancient Red swung his head in a human-like gesture of dismay. 
"Such arrogance, even for a Dragon. What do you possibly hope to 



accomplish? You may be faster and more agile, but still smaller and 
younger than I . " 


The Silver paused near where she'd landed earlier, her enhanced 
senses picking up on a welcome development. _Finally, we can finish 
this 

She grinned a toothy smile at the Red, full of anticipation. "That 
all may be true. But I also have help." 

The Silver Dragon turned then, offering an outstretched wing so that 
a figure might run up and leap onto her neck. It was Human-sized, 
clad in shining silver armor with a tabard and cloak in the green 
colors of the Kingdom of Vale. Once the figure was secure in its 
seating, it held aloft a massive, two-handed sword that shone with a 
magical light. 

"I see," Ember rumbled irritably. "Well played, little 
Silver . " 

Without further warning, the massive Red launched himself forward 
with a quick rearward thrust of his wings and powerful legs, his maw 
opened wide to strike. 

The nimble Silver expected the action and with a sharp thrust of her 
own wings, she sent herself aloft and just out of the Red's 
reach . 

"Hang on!" she shouted over her shoulder. "I need to gain altitude to 
get the advantage!" 

The armor-clad figure nodded, gripping both her scaley mane and the 
sword determinedly. 

She pumped her wings, shooting up into the sky with her Dragon-kind's 
typical agility and grace. Glancing back once more, she saw that 
Ember was ponderously rising as well in her wake, trails of fire and 
brimstone leaking from his jaws. 

"Brace yourself!" she shouted once more before wheeling over on her 
side and diving down on the massive creature. 

She flashed by, scoring deep wounds on his exposed flank with her 
sharp talons. The Red bellowed in rage and pain, loud enough to 
rattle the mountaintops in the distance. With another roar of fury, 
he whipped his head around and fired off a gout of flame, but the 
Silver was already past and swinging around for another 
attack . 

Twice more she sped by, ripping into the scales and untouched flesh 
of the hovering ancient Dragon. On the third run, though, he 
anticipated her strike and managed to latch onto her with his deadly 
claws. He wasted little time in locking his jaws around her smaller 
neck . 

She screamed in anguish, but still dug all of her talons into the 
beast, determined to bring him down with her. The armored figure on 
her back had managed to avoid Ember's bite, but was now poised to 
strike the enraged Red. 



And strike they did. 


With a harsh battle cry, the greatsword flashed in the light of the 
dying fires below, biting deep into the skull of their opponent. Once 
more it swung in a mighty overhand blow, and Ember's right eye burst 
in rivulets of gore that ran down its face. Again and again the 
figure struck, digging deep into its head until the damage was enough 
to dim the creature's considerable intellect and cunning. 

Still he remained locked onto the Silver, now driven past all 
reasoning, only to hurt, to maim, to kill. Bright red droplets of 
blood spattered against the ground, sizzling where they landed. Their 
flight could not continue as they were, however, and the embattled 
pair of Dragons began to slowly tumble out of the sky. 

Before they hit, the Silver gave one final shriek as she dug her 
talons deep into Ember's chest, ripping through scale, muscle, and 
bone in order to slice into the beast's black heart. 

The thunderous impact of their return to the ground felled most of 
the trees in the vicinity. 

And then a heavy silence fell across the scene, as if the very land 
itself held its breath, shocked by the visceral brutality it had 
witnessed . 

Eventually, though, a silver-armored figure stirred as it rolled over 
onto its back. With a groan it struggled to sit up, prying its dented 
and battered helmet off to reveal an elderly-looking Human male with 
grey hair that was matted to his head with sweat and blood. 

Slowly he staggered to his feet, using his gore-stained greatsword to 
lever himself up. He looked around, as if bewildered to still be 
alive, before making his slow way over to where the Silver had 
crashed down. 

The armored man paused to consider the remains of the ancient Red 
nearby, blood leaking from several wounds all over his body, but 
especially from his chest where his ribcage was shattered and exposed 
to the elements. 

"Oum curse your soul," he muttered sadly before continuing on. 

His pace picked up once he was close enough to note that the Silver 
still breathed. His knowledge of Dragon anatomy was rudimentary at 
best, but he was fairly certain that his ally and friend was 
struggling, and was not long for this world. 

Einally he reached her head, stripping off an armored glove so that 
he might lay his hand across her blood-stained muzzle. 

One dinner-plate-sized eye cracked open to regard the Human, and the 
barest hint of a smile tugged at the edge of her vast mouth. 

"My lady," he stated brokenly. "We will never forget what you have 
done, what you have sacrificed for the people of Remnant." 

She let out a soft, wheezing chuckle. "It is all right... my friend. 

I go to... join my Mate... in the afterlife. You must... promise me 
something. . . thougha€ 1 " 



"Anything, my lady." 

Her murmured voice was barely audible, but loud enough for him to 
just make out her words. 

"Bea€ 1 a wise leadera€ 1 King Ozpina€ 1 " 

With one final rattling sigh, the Silver died. 

The armored man bowed his head. "In Oum's name, so do I swear it, my 
lady, " he whispered, the tears from his eyes falling gently upon the 
silver scales of her brow. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>AN : * * Hey there! Welcome to my foray into something very 
new for me, a Dragon Fantasy AU, which also happens to be my 50th 
published fanfic. And yes, this is pretty much the intro. I only 
introduced one character, and not even a central one, though the 
Dragons themselves will have significant relevance later on. Next 
chapter will bring some more familiar faces to the fore. 

Quick word about the AU world I've assembled here. Aura is still a 
thing, but semblances aren't so much. Instead Aura is used to power 
bodily abilities as well as magic, which is a big deal here and 
replaces the existence of both semblances and Dust. This AU has 
Faunus, but also many other fantasy races such as Elves, Dwarves, 
Ores, and the like. Also no Grimm, but there are plenty of other 
fantasy creatures and monsters to threaten the people of the four 
Kingdoms . 

As we go along, you'll be introduced to more Dragon races and how 
they differ. The most obvious ones from this first chapter are the 
Reds, who are your typical greedy, cruel, domineering monster with 
prodigious size (especially the older ones), and the Silvers. The 
latter are generally one of the smaller breeds but make up for it 
with speed and agility. 

So, I have a general direction I want to take this, and from the 
synopsis you also have an idea of the characters I intend to bring 
in. Most of them will be relatively unchanged, but a few will have 
some special surprises when we get to them. And yes, as indicated, 
this is gonna be a bit more of a mature tale full of violence and 
sex. Plus a few plot twists that may or may not be obvious. Also, yes 
there will be eventual pairings (and one right off from the start) . 
No, I'm not gonna tell. 

As far as an update schedule goes, I'm really going to try and stick 
to once every week or two. I still intend on keeping up with both _A 
Thorny Tangled Triangle_ (daily updates) as well as pick _Pearls on a 
String_ (weekly updates) back up again, so we'll intertwine with 
those . 

One final note before this gets too long. Unfortunately I cannot 
adequately credit the cover image to the artist as it was found on 
pintrest, but it was just too perfect to pass up. If someone does 
know the artist, please do let me know. 


Whelp, thanks for reading so far, and drop me a review to let me know 



what you think! 
Stay shiny! 


2. Chapter 2: Journey's Beginning 

**Ember Legacy****, Volume i**** 

><strong>* *Chapter 2: Journey's Beginning 
><strong>* *Kingdom of Vale** 

"It simply isn't an adventure worth telling if there aren't any 
dragons . " 

>~ J.R.R. Tolkien<p> 

Ruby blinked her eyes open, staring up at the ceiling from where she 
lay in bed. She considered the rough-hewn beams solemnly while her 
brain kicked into gear. 

With a soft sigh she sat up, dropping her bare feet to the floor and 
wiggled her toes, smiling at the sensation of sawdust under her. Then 
she stood with a sudden stretch, her mouth yawning widely as her arms 
curled up together over her head, fingers entwined. 

Her short stature belied the lithe, graceful, and rather 
powerfully-muscled limbs that she extended outward to work out the 
kinks. The brunette blew her red-tipped bangs out of her face as she 
bent over, taut abdominals bunching up as she did so. 

With a quiet groan, she finished making herself presentable, then 
quickly packed up what meager belongings she traveled with into her 
knapsack and lifted her weapon up in her hand, regarding it with a 
grin . 

"Today's the day," she whispered to the oddly-shaped metallic lump. 
Her magical construct was quite unassuming in its current portable 
form, but when she extended it with the proper phrase spoken, 
_Crescent Rose_ was a thing of beauty to behold. 

She giggled to herself softly. Well, a thing of beauty to herself, 
not so much those on the receiving end. 

"After all, beauty is in the eye of the holder, " she quipped, 
striding out of the room and closing the door behind her. "Or is that 
beholder? I'm never quite sure on that point." 

Her scarlet red cloak trailed out behind her, tall black boots with 
subtle red trim clomping across the floor. Black tights were tucked 
into them, covered by a short, flared-out skirt that was a bit unlike 
most of the clothing she'd seen so far hereabouts. Still, it was her 
look, and she was happy with it. A red-trimmed back corset completed 
the ensemble, along with a wide black belt that supported her 
inconspicuous weapon at the small of her back. 

With slow, sure strides she made her way down the narrow hallway and 
to the stairs that led to the main room of the tavern. The 
establishment was called The Crow's Rest, a respectable-enough 
looking place that was her initial stop inside the Kingdom of 
Vale . 



The first step in her Life Quest. 


Her silver eyes glimmered in the firelight, the large blaze roaring 
cheerfully from an open pit in the center of the large room. Round 
tables encircled the centerpiece, stretching out to the windowless 
walls and up to the long bar that stretched across the near side. 
Behind the bar was a swinging door that led to the kitchen where 
breakfast preparations were well underway. The tavern dining area 
itself, however, was only a quarter of the way full. 

Satisfied that nothing too far out of the ordinary awaited her. Ruby 
continued the rest of the way down, offering a small smile to the 
innkeeper's daughter, a young teenaged Human by the name of 
Elise . 

"Good morning, m'lady!" the bubbly blonde girl called out. "Please 
sit where you like. I'll be by shortly!" 

She nodded in return, striding over to sit in the nearest unoccupied 
table to the fire. Ruby didn't really need the warmth, aside from the 
fact that the chill of winter was only just now beginning to send its 
icy tendrils across the land. But she liked the light more than the 
shadows. It suited both her personality and her mood better. 

Ruby hadn't been seated for long before Elise ran over to her and 
took her order. "Tall glass of milk, eggs, and bacon, please." 

"Yes, m'lady! Oh, would you like grits with your order? They're real 
fresh ! " 

The brunette hid her shudder rather well, "No, thank you." 

_A more vile concoction I have never experienced, _ she thought to 
herself grimly. How these Valesians were able to choke that pasty 
mush down and enjoy it was a source of continual wonderment. 

"Or perhaps they only try to foist it upon unsuspecting tourists, " 
she giggled softly, leaning back in her chair and looking around at 
the room. 

Many of the room's occupants she'd seen the night before, some of 
them travelers and some local. A small group of hardy but dour 
Dwarves on their way out into the wilderness to try their hands at 
prospecting. A mixed group of weary Humans and Gnomes, all female, 
who seemed to work locally from the lack of travel wear and the 
general state of their clothing, perhaps just getting off of a night 
shift. A number of hooded figures sitting off by themselves, 
preferring their privacy but not sending off any adverse vibes to the 
small brunette. Her gaze swept across them, uninterested, but was 
suddenly riveted by the sight of pale skin and even paler alabaster 
hair . 

_0h, now this is promisinga€ 1 _ 

The small slip of a girl looked to be hardly even of majority age, 
until she turned her head slightly to take a drink from her cup of 
what looked to be tea. And then she could see the tiny pointed ear 
tips that just barely escaped from the mane of silky-looking white 
hair that flowed straight down her back. 



_An Elf?_ 

Well, this was certainly surprising. What was a girl of Elven 
heritage doing here in this out-of-the way tavern? And, judging from 
her ornamental white jacket and matching skirt, she was fairly 
well-off. Then Ruby's silver eyes narrowed, picking up on the subtle 
stitching of runes on that jacket, along the sleeves and on the 
back . 

_Not just an Elf... A mage_, she thought to herself excitedly. Oh, 
yes, this was excellent indeeda€ 1 

She was idly wondering whether or not she'd be breaking some sort of 
protocol by going over and striking up a conversation, when the 
option was taken out of her hands. A trio of burly men stood up from 
a table in the corner, mercenaries by the look of them and possibly 
from the caravan that had passed through earlier. They wore rough 
trousers and chainmail, with cheap steel swords belted at their 
waist . 

Truthfully Ruby had pretty much ignored them as non-threats earlier, 
but she was interested in how this Elven mage handled them, as they 
didn't look to be in the mood for polite conversation. 

"Hey there, girlie, " the Human in the middle rasped as they 
approached the Elf from behind. "You look lonely. How 'bout you come 
up to our room and we show you a good time, yeah?" 

Ruby's eye roll was echoed by the seated white-haired girl, which 
made her snicker softly. 

The Elf looked around, her ice-blue eyes flashing in irritation, and 
sized up the three grinning men. Then, without even moving from her 
seat, she flicked her hand to the side, causing each of them to 
stumble backwards as if some unseen force had pushed them. Another 
flick, and their feet were suddenly encased in ice. 

"Do not bother me again, " she said in a clear, high-pitched 
voice . 

The brunette grinned widely at their discomfiture, and laced her 
hands behind her head, knowing the show wasn't over by a long shot. 
They were far too stupid for that. 

"You little bitch!" the one in the middle snarled again, drawing his 
sword. "You'll pay for that!" 

The white-clad girl stiffened at the sound of steel rasping against 
leather, and slowly swiveled her head around again. Briefly her gaze 
crossed Ruby's, and they locked eyes for an instant, long enough for 
the brunette to shoot her a cheeky wink, earning her an eye-roll of 
her own. 

"Oh, yeah," Ruby chuckled lightly. "I like this one." 

Ever so slowly, the Elf stood up, her small stature not intimidated 
in the slightest by the taller mercenary. Her tall white riding boots 
were now evident, coming up past her knees. Ruby quickly noted that, 
unlike the usual wand or staff that most mages carried as a focus for 
their Aura and magic, she had a slim and deadly-looking rapier at her 



waist, her right hand resting on it. As she flicked her hand once 
more, releasing the lout from his icy constraints, the brunette also 
picked up on the faint glow that emanated from her weapon. 

_So, her sword functions as her wand as wella€l Oum's blood, this 
girl is full of surprises! Let's see if she handles that rapier as 
well as I think she willa€l_ 

Sure enough, the freed mercenary had barely taken two steps, his 
sword raised furiously, before the mage darted past in a blur of 
white. She'd drawn her weapon in her left hand as she passed, and had 
made two quick slashes before he even managed to try and react. 

By that point, all he was capable of was slumping to the floor, 
clutching at his ruined throat and gurgling piteously as his life 
spilled down his front and onto the wooden beams below him. 

The Elf didn't even spare her fallen opponent a glance, simply glared 
at the remaining two men. With a contemptuous flick of her free 
wrist, the ice holding them disappeared. 

"Well?" she asked imperiously. 

Understandably, the both of them fled with all due haste. 

She nodded in satisfaction, sheathing her rapier and then turning 
with distaste to note the blood now seeping under the table where 
she'd sat. Her pert nose wrinkled as she bent over to pick up her 
tea, then shifted to regard Ruby levelly. 

The brunette's smirk widened as she gestured grandly to the open seat 
at her table. 

"Thank you, my lady, " the white-haired girl said deferentially as she 
gracefully slid into her seat. 

Ruby shrugged. "Men. What can you do, huh?" 

"My thoughts precisely, " the mage grumbled, taking a sip from her 
cup. Just then Elise came up with Ruby's order, shooting the Elf a 
dark look as she'd now need to clean up the blood and body. 

The other girl smiled slightly, slipping a few lien notes across the 
table. "I apologize for the mess," she stated levelly. 

Elise 's frown disappeared as quickly as the lien did down the front 
of the dress. "Oh, it's not a bother, m'lady." With a quick curtsy, 
the young blonde jogged off for a mop and bucket. 

"So, then, " the brunette began, still smiling in as friendly a manner 
as she could. "My name's Ruby." 

The girl quirked an ivory eyebrow as she regarded her. "Just 
Ruby? " 

"Just Ruby," she nodded amicably. 

"Hmm. A pleasure. Ruby. I am Weiss, Weiss Schnee." 


"Well, Weiss Schnee, what is a northern Elf from the hinterlands of 



Atlas doing here in Vale?" 


The mage paused in her motion before placing her cup gently back on 
the table. "You are surprisingly well-informed." 

"Nope, just observant." 

"I seea€ 1 Well, as it happens, I have been here for a year, studying 
under the Royal Mage, Lady Glynda." 

"Ahhh, the Iron Mage. I hear she's quite the disciplinarian." 

Weiss grimaced slightly. "Yesa€l That reputation is well-deserved. 
Still, I did learn quite a bit from her." 

"And now?" 

The white-haired mage met Ruby's piercing gaze with her own ice-blue 
orbs. "What do you mean?" she murmured calmly. 

"Well," Ruby continued, "seems to me that you've been speaking of 
Lady Glynda in past terms. So you're in between engagements, 
right ? " 

"Very observant indeed." Weiss sighed. "Yes, I am indeed without a 
current engagement. I had thought to return home, buta€ 1 I have not 
seen enough of this country." Her gaze drifted over to the door 
leading outside. "Not much at all past the palace, I'm afraid." 

"You wanna?" 

Her sharp eyes met Ruby's once more. She stared at her wordlessly, as 
if measuring her worth. 

Deciding that the time was ripe. Ruby leaned forward slightly. "I am 
on a quest," she began softly but with an undeniable earnestness. "I 
have just started today, in fact, as it is my first day within Vale. 

I cannot do this alone, however, and I seek companions to accompany 
me." She grinned then, widely and full of mirth. "You wanna be the 
first ? " 

Weiss tapped the table in front of her thoughtfully. "And what is 
thisa€l quest?" 

_Almost hookeda€l_ "It is my Life Quest," she stated solemnly. "To 
find the Orb of Azure." 

The white-haired girl blinked at her uncertainly. "You're joking," 
she finally stated flatly. 

"Nope, not at all." 

"That is a fool's errand," Weiss scoffed, sitting back in her seat. 
"It's never been found." 

Ruby nodded amicably as she sat back as well. "True enough." She took 
a long pull from her glass of milk and smacked her lips contentedly 
before placing it back on the table. "But I actually know where it's 
located . " 



The other girl's skeptical expression didn't abate whatsoever. 
"Really?" 

"Wella€l not _exactly _where it is, but I know where to find the last 
two puzzle pieces." 

"And why should I trust you?" 

The brunette grinned widely, holding her hands out to encompass the 
room. "Do you have any better prospects for adventure? Or would you 
rather just head home?" 

Weiss chewed on her lip, brow furrowed in thought. Ruby waited 
patiently while taking another bite of her eggs, inwardly smirking. 
_Come on, take the bait, you know you can't resist ita€l_ 

"I'm afraid I do not have a horse," the other girl finally admitted 
quietly . 

_Yes!_ "Not a problem, Weiss," she said out loud. "I wasn't planning 
on purchasing any until we were ready to travel anyway, but an extra 
one won't be an undue burden." 

"Ia€l see. That's very considerate of you. Era€ 1 Is there anything at 
the end of this quest?" 

"You mean, besides finding the Orb?" 

Weiss nodded firmly, her resolve strengthening. "I will not help you 
in such an endeavour if it is to merely add to the dusty collection 
of some minor noble." 

"Nope," the brunette smiled once more. "As soon as I get the Orb, it 
gets returned to the rightful owner, the King of Vale." 

"Very well, then." Weiss extended a slim hand towards Ruby, the 
pointed tips of her ears pinkening in excitement as much as her pale 
blue eyes twinkled with humor. "I accept your offer to join you in 
your quest. Ruby. I shall not let you down." 

Ruby clasped the mage's hand in her own. "I don't imagine you shall." 
Once she'd released the hand, her grin widened. "We're gonna have so 
much fun!" she suddenly squealed. 

"Honestly, Ruby, " the white-haired Elf grumbled. "You go from proper 
aristocratic formality to a child in the blink of an eye." 

"Eh, it's all part of my charming personality." 

"...I don't think so." 

"It is, really. You get used to it." 

"If you say so . " 

Ruby picked up a piece of bacon, waving it in the Elven mage's 
direction. "You want a piece?" 


"Er, no. 



"Sure?" 


"I do not eata€ 1 pork." 

"Your loss, Weissy, your lossa€l" 

"And that is the last time you shall call me that." 

Ruby smirked. "You betcha." 

_Yep, we're off to an awesome start. I got powerhouse magic, now I 
just need some muscle, a little finesse, and a healera€ 1 This 
fellowship is coming along just finea€l_ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>AN : * * So as I introduce each of the familiar faces from 
the show, some of them will be more or less the same, while others 
will have somea€ 1 differences. Like here, with Weiss being an Elf. 
Others will be a little more subtle, others more drastic. And more 
will only show their differences further down the line. 

Many thanks for reading so far, and for the follows, favorites, and 
reviews! Hugs to * *AntonSlavik02 0 * * , **allie300093**, **LE Whisper** 
* *Arcredempt ion* * , and **Wolfenheart** ! Hope you continue to enjoy 
the ride ! 

Stay shiny! 
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><strong>* *Chapter 3: To Catch A Thief 
><strong>* *City of Vale** 

"When it comes to fighting for your dreams, be a dragon. Breathe 
f ire . " 

>~ Richelle E. Goodrich<p> 

Blake Belladonna had been casing out the unassuming apartment for 
some time now. The Cat Eaunus had decided that tonight was the night 
The apartment's occupant hadn't been seen for a few days, and if her 
sources were correct, she was out on some business somewhere. 

_I wish I could tell for sure if she really is a wealthy merchant, o 
a nobleman's daughteraC 1 Something, _anything_ about her would have 
been helpful. _ 

But this young blonde woman, seemingly of an age with the 
raven-haired girl herself, was an enigma. Blake had lived on the 
streets all her life, and considered herself a rather talented rogue 
with far-ranging contacts throughout the kingdom, but absolutely 
nobody knew anything about her target. 

One day, several weeks ago, she simply showed up out of the blue. 
Little luggage, but with a regal air about her that spoke of 
wealth . 

There just _had_ to be something of value in that apartment. And 



Blake was determined to be the one to find it, before any other 
scoundrels tried to move in first. 


The Cat Faunus crouched on the rooftop of the building across the 
street, her furry ears tilted as she scanned the neighborhood and her 
long, black tail swishing eagerly behind her. 

She loved this, the brink before she sprung into action and robbed 
some hapless fool blind. There was nothing sweeter than enjoying the 
fruits of other's labors, especially the obscenely rich. Her last 
job, however, had taken a turn for the worse as they'd recently 
gotten a guard dog that her intelligence had missed. 

Blake suppressed a shudder at the memory. No, she was giving the 
wealthy quarter a wide berth for a while, too many people had seen 
her face as she fled in terror from the ravenous beast. But the 
mercantile quarter, now, had plenty of targets. 

And this one was the most promising. 

Her Faunus ears twitched at the sound of boots approaching, the sharp 
clomps ringing against the dimly-lit cobblestone street below. Once 
she made out the approaching figures, she shrank further back into 
the shadows. No mere watchmen, these were Knights, and she did not 
want to tangle with the likes of such opponents. 

Her amber eyes poked over the edge of the rooftop, tracking the 
movement of the quartet of female Knights on foot. Eventually she 
could pick out their markings, relaxing somewhat. 

"At least they're from the Order of Artemis," she sighed softly to 
herself. Of the many organized so-called chivalrous groups throughout 
the four kingdoms, the Order of Artemis only accepted females, though 
without any regard to race, social status, or upbringing. They were 
widely known as just and fair, certainly not ones to punish a simple 
rogue like herself with the cutting off of extremities. The Order of 
the Cardinal was infamous for their harsh sentences, carried out on 
the spot of their apprehension. 

She had a few friends who had run afoul of those monsters in humanoid 
guise. She clutched her tail to herself protectively at the 
memory . 

Eventually, the four lightly-armored Knights, three Humans led by a 
purple-haired Elf, rounded the street corner, the long brick-red hair 
of the last in line passing out of sight. Blake waited for several 
more minutes even after they'd passed before she stirred. 

The slim girl straightened her black vest worn over a dark purple 
long-sleeved tunic, checked that her black tights were still securely 
tucked into her flexible, soft black ankle boots, and finally 
adjusted the knives she carried about her body. She never went 
without her blades, and had a few secreted in some quite unnoticeable 
places . 

Satisfied that she was as ready as she was going to be, Blake took a 
few steps back, inhaled sharply, and then hurled herself forward. As 
her foot touched the edge of the rooftop, she sent a boost of her 
Aura into her jump, soaring through the intervening space with her 
arms outstretched over the street below. 



Truthfully, this was one of the reasons she was so good at her job. 
She was able to jump further than most in her trade, and loved to do 
so. The feeling of weightlessness as she crossed the open spaces 
between buildings, for just a brief, fleeting instant, it was almost 
like she was flying. 

Her travel ended all too soon, and she tucked herself into a tight 
roll, coming to a rest against the parapet on the far side of the 
roof. Stealthily she traversed back to the street-side, and without 
further ado, gripped the edge of the roof to somersault down and onto 
the windowsill of her target. 

As she clung to the side of the building, feet resting on the narrow 
ledge, she pulled out a few of her tools. Blake's amber eyes narrowed 
as she traced the outline of the window, checking for the presence of 
traps or magical runes that would trigger upon opening. 

Finding none, she gave a quiet, disappointed grunt. _This had damn 
well better be worth it._ 

The Cat Faunus deftly worked the locks, gripping some of the tools in 
between her teeth while her free hand slipped a slim piece of metal 
in between the cracks . Without much of a fuss, the lock was picked, 
and she was able to slide the sill up and slip inside. 

_Alright then, what do we have hereaC 1 Talk to me, little room, show 
me your goodiesa€l_ 

She canvassed the study that she found herself in, checking for 
hidden drawers or secret compartments. Finding nothing, she let out 
an irritated huff and stared at the only locked compartment there, a 
drawer of the large desk. 

"That is entirely too obvious, " she muttered to herself under her 
breath . 

Shrugging, she knelt in front of the desk and worked open the lock 
carefully, expecting the worst to occur at anytime. 

When it happened, it wasn't what she was expecting. 

"You sure you're in the right place?" a sleepy voice called 
out . 

Blake spun, a blade already slipped into her hand, as her Faunus 
eyesight immediately focused on the speaker. It was a buxom blonde, 
wearing only a mid-length linen shift that left her knees and feet 
bare. She was scratching the back of her head, her luxurious wavy 
locks rustling in the dark. 

_Oum's sodding balls, how did I not hear her?_ 

"What, cat got your tongue?" 

Blake glared at the girl, though by the smirk evident she was all too 
aware of the racial jab. 

_Wait, forget about me not hearing her, how can she even _see 
me? 



"In case you're wonderinga€ 1 " The blonde paused as she yawned widely. 
"Yeah, I can see you just fine, the moonlight's enough for me. Now, 
what's your name, kitten?" 

Blake growled quietly. That was _quite _enough disparaging remarks 
for one night. Her hand whipped forward, throwing her blade out to 
plunge into the other girl ' s shoulder to cover for her escapea€ 1 

Or it would have, had the blonde's hand not flashed out to bat the 
thrown knife away like an annoying insect. 

"Well, _that _was rude," the girl commented mildly. "And here you're 
in my place, acting like that. How am I supposed to be a proper host 
if you don't tell me your name?" 

The Cat Faunus just stared at the woman in shock. _Who is this 
girl ?_ 

All of her thoughts were now focused on escape, as she definitely did 
_not_ want to tangle with someone who likely possessed better 
reflexes than even herself. She spun in place and shot over towards 
the open window, but skidded to a halt when she noted it was 
closed . 

_Oum's blood! I left it open, I know I did!_ 

And now there seemed to be another lock fastened from the inside, one 
that required a key. She could pick it, without a doubt, but that 
would take time she did not have. Her other option was to fling 
herself out the window and brave the four-story dropaC 1 

Or try and get past the irritating blonde who was currently not only 
radiating smugness but tunelessly humming to herself. 

Blake straightened up, and as she turned she slipped a knife into 
both hands. As she stalked forward and approached the completely 
unworried girl she noted that she had lilac eyes, a kind she'd never 
seen before. 

_Part Fey perhaps, or Elven? She doesn't smell like FaunusaC 1 I don't 
quite know _what_ she smells likeaCl lavender anda€ 1 
woodsmokeaC 1 _ 

The blonde was still smirking, watching her approach with her arms 
crossed, when Blake got to within arm's reach. She halted, turning 
the full force of her glare on the apartment's occupant . 

"Move, " she growled. 

"Oh, so you _do_ talk," the blonde snickered. "I was wondering about 
that. _Buuut_a€ 1 nope. Not moving." 

Before she'd finished her sentence, Blake had launched herself into 
action. She was a decent enough fighter, could easily hold her own in 
a bar fight or against most of the riff-raff she came across. She 
always preferred to fight at range if she could, the few times she 
took a job that required her to actively engage in combat she'd 
brought her beloved shortbow with her, the ebony carved wood one of 
the few precious things she possessed. 



But blades, she knew well, and it wasn't vanity for her to consider 
herself one of the best knife fighters in the city of Vale. 

All that, however, didn't matter in the least. 

It happened faster than she could even track, the whole world tilted 
around her and she found herself once more in the middle of the room, 
but now lying on her back and gaping up at the ceiling. Her blades 
were gone from her hands. 

She craned her neck, stunned, to observe the blonde woman standing in 
the same position but twirling one of her knives in her hand 
idly . 

"Not bad," she commented. "You're quick, and pretty damned skilled 
with a knife. Also stealthy, didn't even hear you on the rooftopa€ 1 " 
She seemed to be deciding something, and when she finally nodded to 
herself, the blonde walked over to crouch at Blake's side. 

"Tell you what," she began conversationally. "I could use some help 
in a quest I've been on for a long time. Not getting anywhere by 
myself, but I bet you got lots of contacts around here, yeah?" 

Blake just nodded slowly, not taking her eyes off of the dangerous 
woman . 

"So, what do you say? Want to work for me?" 

The Cat Faunus continued to stare at the deranged woman 
wordlessly . 

_Yep. She's a nutcase, don't care how talented she is. Although, in 
this positiona€l_ 

She hadn't even let the thought finish before the black-clad rogue 
was up and sprinting across the room, bolting down the hallway and 
towards what she desperately hoped was the front door. As she rapidly 
pulled back the locking bolts and crossbeams, her Faunus ears were 
listening intently for any sound of pursuit. She managed to get out 
the door and flew down the staircase, still without any sign of the 
crazy blonde. 

Finally at the bottom she spied the door leading outside the complex. 
It had a doorkeeper on duty but fortunately someone was just coming 
in, so she bolted on through, barrelling over those in her way in her 
haste to escape. 

Ignoring the shouts of protest, Blake sped across the street and down 
the next alleyway, pausing for breath. 

"Insane," she panted. "That woman was absolutely insane." 

"Now, that's just being mean." 

"Fuck me!" Blake shrieked, flailing about with uncharacterist ic 
clumsiness as she toppled over. For the second time that evening she 
found herself on her back with a blonde mane of hair hovering over 
her face, a pair of lilac eyes glinting down at her in 
amusement . 



"Really?" the woman asked skeptically. "You want that as part of your 
employment contract?" 

"No! I meana€ 1 Arrrgh ! " Blake let out a scream of frustration as she 
scrambled to her feet, pushing herself up against the brick wall of 
the alley. Her tail swished behind her erratically as she desperately 
tried to cling to her sanity. The other girl was still wearing her 
shift, right out there in public, and didn't even seem concerned. In 
fact, standing there barefoot, with her hands on her hips, cocked to 
the side and a wide smirk on her face, she looked to be having the 
time of her life. 

"Why did you follow me?" the Cat Faunus whispered desperately. "I 
didn't even take anything!" 

"Nope, but you came pretty damn close, " the blonde grinned. "Here, 
lemme make this easier for you, since you seem to have trust 
issues . " 

"I don't have trust issues," Blake grumbled, her eyes and Faunus ears 
downcast . 

The look on the other girl's face clearly said '_Really?'_, but she 
continued on nonetheless. "My name's Yang. And I'm serious about the 
job offer . " 

"Why?" 

"Era€ 1 why what?" 

"Why me?" Blake sputtered, at the end of her tether. "What is it you 
want from me? How do you know you can trust me?" 

"Hmm." Yang seemed to give her line of questioning serious 
contemplation. Still clad in only her shift and standing out in a 
darkened alleyway in the middle of an autumn night in downtown Vale, 
this blonde woman was entertaining a reasonable conversation with 
her . 

_This must be what going mad feels like..._ 

"Okay, well, in order." Yang began ticking items off of her fingers. 
"You, because you were convenient, like, you just tried to rob me so 
I got to see your skills. Oh, and you also tried to fight 


"_Tried_ to fight you?" 

"Well, yeah, you weren't all that successful, were ya?" The blonde 
just grinned at Blake's exasperated eyeroll and continued on. "And 
then, I already told you what I need. A person who can handle 
themselves in the shadows, and has contacts." 

Yang crossed her arms and leaned up against the wall next to the Cat 
Faunus, her lilac eyes twinkling merrily. "And finally, how can I 
trust you? Well, I got the feeling if I ask you to pledge yourself 
into my service, you'd be a faithful retainer. But, in case I'm 
wrong, 'cause yeah, it does happenaC 1 " She leaned in, grinning 
widely. "I can find you, wherever you go. You believe me when I say 



that ? " 


Trying desperately to conceal her nervous trembling, Blake just 
nodded warily. 

"Good!" the blonde exclaimed cheerfully. "Now, I figure you're part 
of the Thief's Guild here in Vale, am I right? Monthly dues and a cut 
off your stolen goods?" 

"Yesa€l" she replied slowly, unsure as to how this strange girl was 
so well-versed in the Valesian underground. 

"But no cut from an honest retainer, right?" 

"Right, but I still have to pay my duesa€ 1 " 

"Okay, then! So, here's the deal, I cover your dues, expenses like 
food, lodging, outfitting, the works. You stick by my side and you 
get a free ride. Plus, when I finish my quest, you get a 
bonus . " 

Blake's eyes widened considerably. Most retainers were a flat fee 
with occasional bonuses for combat, barely covering the dues to the 
Guild, but thisa€l This was quite the generous offer. 

"What's the catch?" she whispered. 

"Wella€l" Yang shrugged. "I've been on this quest for quite a few 
years now. Like I said, been doing it by myself, and I figure it's 
time to change that. Maybe with you helping me, I can actually 
complete it . " 

The raven-haired girl nodded slowly. "Soa€l what is this quest? Are 
you looking for something?" 

"Some_one_, actually," Yang replied. "I'm looking for my long-lost 
sister, same seed buta€ 1 " She trailed off with a frown. "No, sorry, 
that's not right. We share the same father, different mothers, yeah? 
So that makes her my half-sister." 

Blake nodded once more, perplexed as to the original odd wording but 
following her so far. 

"If you're really interested, then come back up to my place and we'll 
talk, okay?" 

"Okay," she replied softly. 

With a nod and another grin, Yang turned and began to walk back out 
of the alley. 

"Blake. " 

The blonde paused, looking over her shoulder quizzically. 

"My name," she continued. "Blake Belladonna." 

Yang turned then and flashed her a brilliant smile. "Well, Blake, 
it's been a pleasure to meet you. Come on, let's get back inside 
before I give some poor old man walking out this late a 



fit . " 


Snickering softly to herself, Blake followed in her new employer's 
footsteps . 
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><pXstrong>AN : * * And here's our next two players to fill out those 
from Team RWBY ! Oh, and a brief cameo by Team NDGO (but they'll make 
another appearance later, promise) . 

First off, I need to give belated props to my lovely Betas for this 
story, * *KellyConnely* * and * *PandaAnimeLover* * , who are patiently 
putting up with my insanity for yet another story. I promise not to 
stress your mental limits this time. Honest. 

To address a point by * *Wolf enheart **regarding Weiss' casual 
lethality - this is indeed a different setting from RWBY, where Grimm 
do not exist. Therefore there isn't a clear delineation between those 
without souls and those who have them. It's certainly more brutal, so 
in that regard there will be a definite deviation from the 
characterization of the show. Not all monsters here look the part. 

I do want to thank you all for reading the start of what I hope to be 
quite the journey. Hugs for those who have favorited, followed, or 
reviewed: **Sharkdude5**, **allie300093**, * *Arcredempt ion* * , 
**AntonSlavik020**, **Wolfenheart**, **FOODnin ja-321**, **TacoKing23 
** (never gonna stop!), * *DandyHandy* * (hope this explains your 
question about Yang), * *FoxyFoxat ion* * . Hope you continue to 
enjoy ! 

Next chapter we meet another pair, with perhaps a morea€ 1 unexpected 
twist . 

Stay shiny! 


4. Chapter 4: Champion's Honor 

**Ember Legacy, Volume 1 

><strong>* *Chapter 4: Champion's Honor 

><strong>* *Kingdom of Vale** 

"There wasn't a colloquial phrase, or curse, that went something 
like, 'May your day be full of angry dragons' or, 'May every dragon 
you meet today be pissed off.' But, there should have been." 

>~ Michelle Sagara West, Cast in Ruin<p> 

"_Ohhh_, look at that one, a half-hilt halberd! Bet _that _would 
cleave an Ore in two ! " 

Weiss just shook her white-maned head with an amused smile. Her 
employer and companion had been prattling pretty much nonstop ever 
since they'd stepped out of the tavern. Both were now dressed for the 
road, with field packs and blankets slung across their backs. The 
Elven mage had her light blue travelling cloak settled across her 
shoulders now, though her right hand stayed clasped on the hilt of 
_Myrtenaster_ as a precaution. 


The blatantly cheerful brunette girl certainly seemed to be enjoying 



herself as they made their way through the center of town. She had a 
skewer of some sort of meat in one hand that she used to point out 
things of interest, which for the most part consisted of either arms 
or armor. Which, truthfully, she found to be rather remarkable 
considering she had yet to see Ruby with a weapon of her 
own . 

Speaking of whicha€ 1 

"If you do not mind me asking," the Elven mage interjected into yet 
another excited rant about how kite shields were only superior to 
round shields in a sword fight. "What precisely do you fight 
with?" 

"Oh, you mean my sweetheart?" Ruby replied with a cheeky grin. "I 
made her myself, crafted and enchanted. Can't break her out just yet, 
though, not inside the town." She leaned forward and lowered her 
voice conspiratorially . "They kinda got upset with me the last time I 
did. Best not to ask." 

"Era€ 1 very wellaCl" Weiss glanced at her, perplexed. This Human was 
certainly unlike any she had ever known, boisterous and somewhat 
foolhardy one moment, but refined and commanding the next. She was a 
conundrum that simultaneously irritated and intrigued her, but she'd 
had all eighty years of her lifetime to learn patience. This brunette 
girl would not even begin to test her limits. 

"Oh, sweet mother of Oum, look! It's a double-headed flail! That is 
_sooo _cool ! " 

Though she might come close. 

They paused in front of the crowded main market square as Ruby peered 
about, her earlier jubilance now replaced with a certain amount of 
cunning . 

"Alright, then," she began, her silver eyes shining bright. "We have 
a few stops to make. Eoodstuffs and, I'm guessing, spell components 
for you should be readily available. I'd rather wait on any camping 
gear until we gather more followers, plus they'll be cheaper out by 
the stables . " 

Weiss nodded hesitantly. "Very well. Shall we split up?" 

"No, let's keep together. Lots of shady-type folk around here." Ruby 
grinned then, the exuberant girl poking through once more. "Nothing 
we can't handle, though!" 

The Elf sighed and rolled her eyes, but stuck close to the heels of 
her employer. Sure enough, the young Human was able to quickly 
navigate through the bustling marketplace and find the best deals on 
items such as dried meats and fruits, soup stock, and spices. 

As they approached a stall that had the symbol of the Wizard's Guild 
over it, signifying that it was an accredited seller of spell 
components and the like. Ruby suddenly stopped in her tracks and 
whirled around. The brunette deftly slipped past Weiss and grabbed a 
small Wolf Eaunus boy by the scruff of his tunic and hauled him 
backwards . 



"None of that, now, " she declared sternly, her silver eyes flashing 
darker, almost to a stormy grey. "Hand it over." 

With a pitiful squeak of noise, the boy pulled out a coin purse from 
his tunic. It was made of white cloth, the width of an apple. 

"My purse!" Weiss protested incredulously. 

The Faunus boy looked terrified, knowing that once caught his very 
life was forfeit, not to mention any appendage that the 
thief-catchers might desire to sever from him. 

However, Ruby just let out an amused snort, setting him back on the 
ground. "Be more careful next time regarding who you choose as a 
mark, got me?" 

The boy nodded and scurried off into the crowd without a backwards 
glance . 

With a grin. Ruby handed the coin purse back to its rightful owner. 
"Keep hold of that, now, " she snarked quietly, brushing past the Elf 
once more. 

Weiss tucked it back into the folds of her cloak, staring after the 
strange girl in wonderment. _How could she even notice I was 
pickpocketed?_ 

With a shake of her head, the white-haired mage jogged forward to 
join her companion at the spell stall. The proprietor was eyeing Ruby 
somewhat suspiciously until Weiss stepped up, tucking strands of hair 
behind a delicately-pointed ear as she'd left it unbound for the 
day . 

The two mages exchanged brief pleasantries while the brunette poked 
at a few assorted scrolls and potions that lined the side of the 
display . 

"Am I to assume thisa€l girl is with you?" the man, a gangly robed 
man with a rather scraggly beard inquired haughtily. "Hopefully not 
an apprentice, for your sake." 

"Nope, not an apprentice, " Ruby replied cheerfully, though she never 
took her eyes off of the magical items. "But yes, I am her companion. 
How much?" 

The man gazed at the scroll which she'd seemingly pointed to at 
random. "Do you even know what that is for?" 

At that, the brunette raised her gaze up to bore into the snobby 
shopkeeper. Her eyes were definitely darker now, as if storm clouds 
swirled and raged within. The man gulped and took an involuntary step 
back . 

"How. Much?" she repeated, steel underlying her words this 
time . 

"Er, one hundred lien." 


"Seventy-five . 



"This is not a place to haggle, young-" 

"This particular scroll, " Ruby began heatedly, "cost you ten lien in 
components to make, plus time and effort. Including the Guild's fees, 
it would still come in at forty lien. That's thirty-five lien profit, 
more than adequate." She paused, eyebrows raised inquiringly. "Of 
course, I'm sure there are other, more reasonable sellers to be 
founda€ 1 " 

"Sorry, my apologies, I mistook the scroll you indicated, " the man 
backpedaled rapidly. "Yes, seventy-five is perfectly adequate. Er, 
will there be anything else?" 

Ruby glanced aside at Weiss with a wry grin that she returned. Now 
that the man wasn't of a mind to swindle them further, she quickly 
picked out the items that she needed to restore her supply, including 
some fire crystals and powdered winter lotus. As an afterthought, she 
threw in a pair of healing potions as her own curative magic was 
rather paltry. 

Her employer readily fished out the sum owed, and while the Elven 
mage stored her new purchases in her shoulder bag, the brunette 
tucked her new scroll away deep into her knapsack. 

"So, if you don't mind me asking... " Weiss murmured as they walked 
along the path, away from the busy market. "What scroll was it that 
you bought?" 

"Oh, I don't mind," her companion giggled lightly. "It's a scroll for 
weapon enchantments. Never know when I might want another 
one . " 

Weiss sighed softly as she glanced at the brunette out of the corner 

of her eye. "You truly are obsessed about weapons, are you 

not?" 


"Yep, so I've been told. Oh, hey, can we talk about yours 
now? " 


"Mya€ 1 weapon?" 

"Right, your rapier. It's a focus for you, right, like a wand? Did 
you buy it?" 

The white-haired girl shook her head slowly, the fingers of her right 
hand caressing the hilt of her sword lightly. "No, _Myrtenaster_ had 
been in my clan for generations." 

"Hmm, so for Elves, that would easily make it thousands of years old, 
right ? " 

"Correct. And yes, it is my focus, but I'm the first to come along in 
some time who could wield both magic and a rapier with skill enough 
to be worthy." 

Ruby nodded her head sagely. "Very impressive. I only got a quick 
look at it, but it's a nice work of craftsmanship, only seen a few 
like it . " 


"Really?" the Elven mage snorted. 


"I haven't seen the likes of this 



before. It is unique. 


"What, you think you carry the only Dragonforged weapon on Remnant?" 
Ruby scoffed lightly. 

Weiss halted in her tracks, staring at the brunette incredulously. 
"What did you say?" she breathed. 

The brunette stopped as well, looking back in confusion. "What, you 
think thata€ 1 " 

"No, what did you call this? Dragonforged?" 

"Oh, yeah, I've seen a few. Only the strongest of enchantments can be 
held in a Dragonforged weapon, you know." 

Weiss drew out her rapier slowly with her left hand, gazing at it in 
newfound wonder. "I always thought it was of Elven worka€ 1 " 

"Nope, sorry, you guys do know your enchantments really well, but not 
at that level. The whole thing, from construction to finish, was done 
as a single process." Ruby used her index finger to trace a line 
along the basket hilt, careful not to actually touch the elegant 
sword. "See? No seams, just one continuous piece of metal, 
practically unbreakable. And making it a focus for magic and aura as 
well? Definitely the work of Dragons." 

"Oum preserve me," Weiss breathed, blinking her eyes. "Ia€l Thank 
you. Ruby, for imparting this information to me." 

"Not a problem, Weiss!" she replied cheerfully. "We're travelling 
companions now, and friends too, I hope. Or at least we will be 
soon ! " 

With a wink. Ruby turned and continued on their path, the Elven mage 
trailing behind her bemusedly as she sheathed her ancestral weapon 
once more. 

_This strange Human girl definitely bears careful observation. Her 
antics may bea€ 1 childish, but her knowledge has surprising 
depth ._ 

As they neared the edge of the marketplace, the two women began to 
hear sounds of a commotion. A crowd had gathered ahead of them, 
seemingly centered around some sort of conflict just to the side of 
the cobblestone street. 

Weiss glanced around curiously, noting the presence of several 
Valesian guardsmen who were watching the gathering, seemingly 
unconcerned . 

"What do you suppose is happening here?" she asked curiously. 

Ruby turned to her with a bright grin. "Something important. Come on, 
stick close and pay attention, okay?" 

"What do you- _Ack_! " 


Weiss was startled when Ruby grabbed hold of her hand and started to 
drag her through the milling mass of townspeople. Somehow the lithe 



girl managed to get them all the way through until they reached the 
clearing that was left in the crowd. 

"Honestly, I am not some peasant to be hauled about in such a 
manner!" the Elven mage protested quietly. 

"Shhh, listen!" Ruby interjected, ignoring her complaints. 

Grumbling under her breath, Weiss turned to observe what the 
commotion had all been about. 

Standing a couple yards from each other were two men, one a 
shaggy-looking Bear Faunus while the other, just as burly, seemed to 
be a half-Orc. Weiss turned her nose up almost imperceptibly at the 
sight of the mongrel half-breed, her upbringing threatening to come 
to the fore, but she pushed it down with some difficulty. 

If anything, her time spent away from the hinterlands had taught her 
the value of not taking a person at face value, or to only regard 
their race or standing. But it was a lesson that needed to be 
constantly kept in mind for the previously-sheltered Elven girl. 

The two men seemed to have just finished some sort of argument, and 
were now looking at a third person expectantly. Weiss' eyes widened 
at the sight of the tall woman with long and flowing red hair tied up 
into a topknot. Her fitted and burnished armor was gold with crimson 
highlights, emphasizing her considerable bust and showing enough of 
her tanned limbs to exhibit a remarkable musculature. She had an 
exquisite-looking sword in a red-and-gold sheath at her waist and a 
round gold shield slung across her back. The woman's bright emerald 
eyes flashed in the afternoon sunlight as she regarded the pair 
before her. 

"I understand your concerns, " the elegant-looking armored woman began 
with a ringing voice. "I also accept both of your versions of the 
event as it happened. However, I can also see that the two of you 
have a bond of friendship that should not be broken by such a petty 
squabble . " 

Both of the burly men looked to the ground at that, abashed. The 
Faunus went so far as to kick at the dirt in embarrassment. 

"So, my recommendation would be to simply let this matter rest, as a 
lesson to the both of you that drinking and darts should not be 
mixed. Angus, I believe you should pay for the bar tab, and Roger, 
you should pay for the damages to the wall. Does this sound 
acceptable? " 

Both men nodded somewhat glumly. 

"Very well, then. Now shake on it." 

With sudden grins, the two grabbed hold of each other's hand, pumping 
it before encasing each other in a rough hug. 

Laughing, the crowd began to disperse, but Ruby kept hold of Weiss' 
hand, her silver eyes glittering excitedly. 


"Ruby?" the white-haired girl questioned. 



"Yep, she's the next one," the brunette whispered, seemingly under 
her breath. Weiss was easily able to pick up on it, however, causing 
her to glance at the slightly taller girl in confusion. 

"Er, you mean her?" 

"That's right, her." Ruby seemed not to be fazed at all from her 
words being overheard. "Let's go talk to her." 

Weiss trailed in the excitable girl's wake once her hand had been 
released, noting that the redheaded woman seemed to be waiting 
expectantly for them. 

"Hello, friends," she greeted them warmly. "May I assist you with 
something? " 

"I certainly hope so," Ruby grinned. "My name's Ruby, and this is my 
companion, Weiss. I have a proposition for you, if you have a 
moment . " 

"Certainly," the armored woman replied agreeably. "I am Lady Pyrrha 
Nikos, a Knight of the Order of Artemis. Oh, and this is my squire, 
and knight-in-traininga€ 1 " She gestured to the side where another 
figure had stepped up unobtrusively. 

The younger-looking woman was also in armor, though hers was 
admittedly less ornate and more functional. The white lacquer was 
chipped in a few places, and the sheathed sword looked to be 
well-worn, but it was all of good quality and well-cared for, 
including the white kite-shaped shield slung across her back. She was 
about of a height with Lady Nikos, though her medium-length blonde 
hair was in pigtails behind her. 

"Hello," she said meekly, her blue eyes averted shyly. "I'm Jeanne 
D ' Arc. " 

Ruby nodded to the pair of armored warriors, practically bouncing on 
her toes in excitement. "A pleasure to meet the both of you! Now, if 
you have a moment, can we step inside this tavern here to converse? 
Drinks are on me ! " 

"That sounds grand, " Pyrrha replied warmly, glancing at her blonde 
companion who also nodded eagerly. "We have been walking this town 
for some time now and would certainly appreciate the 
refreshment ! " 

Ruby gestured for the two women to proceed her, while she flashed 
another grin at Weiss as they followed them inside. 

"Let me do the talking, okay?" the brunette whispered. 

"Of course," she replied levelly. It was certainly not her place to 
speak out of turn, if this was indeed a negotiation for their 
services. However, she did wonder what dangers Ruby intended to face 
on this quest of hers if she wanted a fully-trained Knight and her 
retinue along. 

They walked past the bar, where the Bear Faunus and half-Orc from 
outside were now conversing and laughing heartily, and over to a 
table near the back of the room. Once they were seated, and orders 



taken by a passing barmaid. Ruby got right to the point, leaning 
towards the armed maidens eagerly. 

"So, my companion and I are setting out on my Life Quest, " she began 

without preamble. "I intend to find the Orb of Azure." 

Pyrrha's green eyes widened considerably at that. "Do you now?" she 

asked levelly. "And what do you intend to do with it?" 

"Return it to the King of Vale, of course." 

"Hmm." The Knight tried to look uninterested, but Weiss could easily 
pick up on her excitement. Her companion, though, just looked to be 
confused on the subject. 

Ruby picked up on the latter and gave the younger girl a soft smile. 
"You're both Mistralian, right?" 

"That's right, m'lady," Jeanne nodded amicably. "We're roaming about 
Vale as part of my training." 

"So I'm guessing you don't know what the Orb is?" 

The blonde glanced aside at the Knight, who shrugged but nodded her 
permission to speak freely. 

"Er, no, I'm afraid not," Jeanne admitted. "My Valesian history is a 
bita€ 1 lacking, I'm sorry to say." 

"Well, then" Ruby grinned, leaning back and accepting her flagon of 
mead. She took a long drought, as the others thanked the barmaid for 
their wine. 

The brunette brought her drink back down with a _thump_, wiping her 
lips with the back of her hand. "Let me tell you, " she continued, her 
silver eyes gleaming in the dim light, "about Dragons." 

"Oh, I do know some about those, m'lady," Jeanne exclaimed, speaking 
rapidly. "I've always been intrigued by them, the different kinds of 
species, and their abilities, though they're so rare and all, still, 
every good Knight should know about thema€ 1 My mother always said, 
the more you learn, the more you realize how little you really 
know ..." 

"Jeanne," the redhead interjected with a fond smile. "Please let the 
woman talk." 

"Er, yes. My Lady," the blonde murmured abashedly. "My 
apologies . " 

"Don't worry about it," Ruby grinned. "Anyways, not about Dragons as 
a whole, but one in particular. He was known asa€ 1 Ember." 

Weiss shuddered slightly at the name. All of Remnant had heard of the 
venerable Red Dragon who had harbored such a hatred for Humans and 
Elves and Eaunus and all the rest of the humanoid races, even the Eey 
who were just as long-lived and powerful. 

"Now, Ember was a crafty old Dragon, " the brunette murmured, causing 
the others to lean in to listen to her tale. "He ultimately wanted to 



wipe the face of Remnant of everyone except for his own race. And he 
was strong enough, powerful enough, to get most of the Dragon race 
behind him, along with not a few of the more warlike humanoids such 
as Ores and Ogres and the like, promising them plunder and murder and 
the usual mayhem. But he knew that there was one thing that would 
prevent him from conquering all of Remnant, and that one thing was in 
the possession of the Kingdom of Vale." 

Weiss nodded. "The Orb of Azure, " she whispered. 

"Exactly, " Ruby grinned. "Now, few people actually knew what the Orb 
did, why it was special, and why Dragons feared it so. You see," she 
continued, stretching her hand out to encompass the four of them. 
"Most humanoids cannot even scratch the hide of a Dragon. Only the 
most powerfully-enchanted weapons can do so. But, bring the Orb 
within a hundred yards of a Dragon?" 

With a flick of her wrist. Ruby produced a knife out of seemingly 
thin air and plunged it into the table with a loud _bang_, causing 
the other three women to jump slightly. 

"Then any weapon at all can harm them, " Ruby finished with a light 
laugh . 

"Sweet Mother of Oum, " Pyrrha murmured. "I did not know the details 
of that, myselfaOl So, was that how Ember met his death? Admittedly, 

I am not conversant as to how the Dragon Wars ended." 

"No, not exactly," Ruby replied, her expression sobering. "The Orb 
was never recovered, though Ember had it stolen and secreted away. In 
fact, it was a force of humanoids and Dragons that stopped Ember and 
his allies, at a great loss of life. So far as I know, only King 
Ozpin himself walked off of the battlefield with his life." 

"Dragons fought against Ember?" the redhead interjected in confusion. 
"Er, I was under the impression that it was solely the humanoid races 
against the Dragonsa€ 1 " 

Ruby somberly shook her head. "There were some Dragons who fought 
against the tyranny of the ancient Red," she replied simply. 

"So, this Orb," Jeanne began thoughtfully after a moment of silence. 
"It would protect the Eour Kingdoms from another like Ember rising 
up? " 

"That's the gist of it, yep," Ruby replied, taking another pull from 
her mead. 

Pyrrha and Jeanne looked at each other, seemingly conversing 
wordlessly. Weiss noted curiously that the way they leaned in towards 
each other implied a good deal of f amiliaritya€ 1 and 
affection . 

"Well, then, " the redheaded Knight declared, facing an expectant Ruby 
once more. "As it happens, we have been searching for a worthy cause 
for my squire and myself to embark upon. I do believe that your Life 
Quest would be such an opportunity." 

"So, you wanna join up?" Ruby asked, bouncing in her seat 
excitedly . 



"It would be our honor," Pyrrha replied solemnly. She bowed her head 
briefly. "I, Lady Pyrrha Nikos, Knight of Artemis, so do pledge 
myself and my squire into your service until you do release us." 

"I accept your pledge. Lady Nikos," Ruby answered, the facade of an 
enthusiastic little girl once again sliding away. "And I so do pledge 
as your Lord to protect and shelter you and yours, until I do release 
you . " 

Pyrrha grinned in appreciation. "It's so rare to meet one who 
understands Mistralian customs," she said warmly. 

The brunette shrugged nonchalantly. "Eh, I've been around. So, want 
to hear about our first stop?" 

"Oh, are we ready for that now?" Weiss spoke up, having kept her own 
counsel for the most part. "No more companions to gather?" 

"I thinka€ 1 no." Ruby pursed her lips thoughtfully. "At least, not 
yet, and not here. We can head for our objective, where the first 
clue lies . " 

"So where are we going?" Jeanne asked, her sapphire blue eyes 
gleaming with excitement . 

Weiss rolled her eyes in mild exasperation. _Wonderful, another eager 
one ._ 

"Well, there's this manor on the outskirts of the kingdom," Ruby 
began, sharing a grin with the young blonde. "Used to belong to a 
Baron, but he died heirless back in the War a dozen years ago. So, 
now it's abandoned, or at least likely infested with all sorts of 
unsavory types." 

"And I suppose we are to be exterminators?" Weiss asked archly. 

"Now you're getting the idea, Weiss!" the brunette cheered. "We'll go 
in, bust some heads and chase off the beasties, and then I'll get the 
clue in the library there. Easy-peasy." 

"Sounds grand," Pyrrha said with a smile. "Our horses are stabled by 
the North Gates, where might yours be?" 

"Oh, we don't have any yet. Let's just head there and I'll buy a 
pair, along with a spare." Ruby drained the last of her mead, slapped 
a large denomination lien coin on the table, and stood up decisively. 
"Any objections to heading out right away?" 

Her three companions shook their heads, causing the brunette girl to 
grin excitedly. 

"Okay, then! Oh, we might need some more camping gear, definitely 
some water skins, but we can pick all of those up at the stables." 

She turned, her red cloak flaring out behind her while she picked up 
her knapsack and blanket. As she did so, Weiss spied a 
peculiarly-shaped metallic object strapped to her back. 

_Is thata€ 1 her weapon, perhaps?_ 



The four of them strode down the street and towards the northern edge 
of the town. Ruby slowed down her pace in order to pull next to 
Weiss . 


"Any preference as to a horse?" she asked pleasantly. 

"Oh, none at all, thank you for asking. I can ride most 
anything . " 

"Hmm. Good to know. Guess I'll be the only exception, then." 

"Oh?" Weiss prompted curiously. 

Ruby laughed sheepishly, rubbing the back of her neck. "Yeaha€l I 
don't get along too well with horses, I usually need the most placid 
one they have or they just throw me off." 

"I'ma€l sorry to hear that." 

"Eh, not a big deal. I'm used to it. Surprisingly enough, it's just 
horses, other animals like dogs like me just fine." Ruby chuckled 
lightly. "Not that I've had a dog in some time." 

An hour later saw them fully equipped and mounted. Ruby had indeed 
found herself an abnormally calm piebald who seemed to not even 
register the fact that she was saddled. For Weiss she had purchased a 
sleek white stallion, while Pyrrha and Jeanne rode strong warhorses, 
both a light brown in color. The spare horse, a young pinto, trailed 
at the end of a tether to Jeanne. 

Both the knight and her squire had lances that they carried aloft. 
Pyrrha 's had a small banner flapping on the end, a white field with a 
black crow gripping an arrow, the symbol of the Order of Artemis. 
Jeanne's, though, was unadorned. 

"Alright, Fellowship of the Orb!" Ruby called out excitedly. "Are we 
ready to begin our journey?" 

"I believe we are as ready as we shall ever be. Ruby," Lady Nikos 
replied humorously. 

"Then let's ride!" 

They headed out, far from the eager gallop that the brunette desired 
as her horse seemed to only be able to go at one speed. Which was 
fine with Weiss, since she could sit back and consider the leader of 
their expedition. 

_I am still not quite sure what to make of you, Rubya€ 1 But I plan to 
discover more._ 

_So long as you do not go digging into my own secrets any..._ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>AN : * * Woohoo, and there's my next character twist, a 
genderbent Jaune ! She was actually inspired by a series of artwork 
posted up a couple of weeks ago on the /r/RWBY subreddit, 
specifically one by * *Dishwasherl 91 0 **on DeviantArt. So, there we 
go. And yes, I can now do an Arkos pairing and still have my 



femslash. Although, it's not going to be nearly as easy as 
thata€ 1 

Also we had some more exposition and history as to what happened 
leading up to the first chapter. And what this mysterious Orb is all 
about. Let's see, other noteworthy itemsa€ 1 So Weiss lists her age as 
80, which as an Elf puts her right around 20 for Humans. A typical 
Elven lifespan in this world can be anywhere from four hundred up to 
even a thousand years in rare cases, like for an extremely powerful 
mage. Also, in response to **Wolfenheart**, I'm not specifically 
referencing Elder Scrolls here, I draw from many different sources 
though in this particular world building. Quite heavily from Dungeons 
and Dragons (of all flavors) , but yes some Elder Scrolls as well, not 
to mention some good old Tolkien. 

One last note. Every main character of what will be the full 
Eellowship of the Orb has a secret, some smaller than others, and one 
of whom doesn't even know her own secret (or that she has one at 
all) . All will be revealed in due time. As will the ships. Well, 
except for Arkos, I already let that one slip, didn't I? 

I'm happy this has garnered some attention, hopefully you will 
continue to be entertained! Next chapter, we'll get back to Yang and 
Blake for a spell, with a couple more unexpected faces. Much love to 
my wonderful Betas for this story, * *KellyConnely* * and 
* *PandaAnimeLover* * . Many thanks for reading so far, and for the 
favorites, follows, or reviews: * *EoxyEoxat ion* * , **Heil96**, 

* *Commando2 34 1 * * , * *AntonSlavik02 0 * * , * *Arcredempt ion* * , 

* *DandyHandy* * , and **Wolfenheart**, hugs! 

Stay shiny! 


5 . Chapter 5 : Walking The Town 

**Ember Legacy, Volume 1 

><strong>* *Chapter 5: Walking The Town 

><strong>* *Kingdom of Vale** 

"If you dance with dragons, you must expect to burn." 

>~ George R.R. Martin, The Mystery Knight <p> 

Yang couldn't help but grin at the consternation of her 
companion . 

To be fair, she was the cause of said consternation, after all. 

"You are incredibly irritating, " the Cat Eaunus growled quietly, her 
tail bristling behind her as they walked down the cobblestone street. 
The early evening sun was still illuminating enough of the section of 
town they found themselves in, close to the rather seedy docks, so 
that the lamplighters were just now coming out. 

"True, " Yang smirked. "But you knew that already when you agreed to 
work for me." 

Blake just let out an unamused huff as she glared at the blonde out 
of the corner of her eye. 


"Look, when the sun sets, we can go with your contacts, " Yang 



explained reasonably. "But for now, lemme try a few more of my own 
methods . " 

"All of which happen to be in taverns or pubs or bars, " the 
raven-haired woman noted dryly. 

Yang shrugged, once more grinning. "Eh, fringe benefit." Her facial 
expression reversed course as she frowned slightly then. "I never 
could quite figure out the differences, you know." 

"Era€ 1 differences between what, exactly?" 

"Between a tavern and a pub and a bar." 

Blake shook her head, perplexed. "A tavern, or an inn, has rooms for 
people to stay. A pub usually serves food. And a bar just serves 
alcohol." She glanced over at Yang once more, her amber eyes glowing 
in the shadows cast by the buildings. "How is it there are some 
things you are soa€ 1 uneducated on?" 

The blonde shrugged again. "Oh, I dunno . Guess I just never bothered 
to know this kinda stuff. But that's what I have _you_ for!" She 
reached out and snared the reluctant Cat Eaunus in a one-armed hug. 
"I'm just so excited to have you as my partner!" 

"Yes, likewise," Blake deadpanned, causing Yang to chuckle. 

This Eaunus woman was a source of endless amusement. 

"Okay, let's stop here," Yang declared, releasing her amicable hold 
on the raven-haired woman. It was, of course, a bar. Or perhaps a 
pub. Maybe even a tavern, though honestly how anyone could tell from 
the outside was beyond her. In any case, the front of it simply read 
'Crow's Nest', and she was pretty damn sure there would be someone 
here who knew something. 

Granted, her hunches had been wrong before. 

Eor years now, actually, but she wasn't one to let a simple thing 
like the past get in her way. 

She shouldered her way inside, the lithe dark-clad woman following 
her and immediately slipping to the side, keeping to the shadows as 

she had at every stop so far that day. Granted, Yang cut an imposing 

enough figure herself that few would even have registered the rogue's 
entrance . 

The blonde wore her usual outfit of a collared cream top over a black 

shirt, and over all of that was an abbreviated black jacket with 

mid-length sleeves. Black leather straps poked out from under her 
short grey skirt to attach to the tops of her black stockings, and 
the outfit was completed by black boots, a pair of belts, and a 
purple piece of fabric with lace around the edges that hung from her 
left hip. 

Yang knew it was a unique look, but that suited her personality 
perfectly well. 


Her lilac eyes scanned the room as various patrons glanced her way in 
brief interest. Among those were some who gave her leers of various 



vintage, including a group of Dwarves who followed up with a set of 
particularly lewd gestures. 


_Been there, done that,_ she snorted to herself humorously. 

But at least she'd been able to dispel that one particularly 
persistent rumor about Dwarven males. 

Her gaze rested upon one humanoid male in particular, blond and 
wearing only an open white vest from what she could tell. He was 
sitting in the back, alone at a table, and quite blatantly ignoring 
her presence. Though he piqued her interest briefly, it wasn't for 
the reason she was there. 

Nobody else seemed to be giving her the correct vibe, and certainly 
there were no major concerns, though she would have picked up on that 
before she'd even entered thea€ 1 pub? Yes, there was a kitchen, but 
no stairs leading upwards and towards bedrooms. Ergo, a pub. 

She grinned to herself briefly, pleased with her newfound 
knowledge . 

Turning towards where she could tell Blake was waiting with 
barely-restrained impatience, Yang sighed slightly. "Okay, well, this 
was a bust. I suppose we could try one of your places, then." 

"Are you sure?" the Cat Faunus rogue asked levelly, one eyebrow 
raised. "I wouldn't want to impose upon you." 

Yang blinked at her uncertainly. "You're mocking me." 

"No, no, not at all. I mean, after all, you obviously hired me for my 
good looks alone, correct?" 

The blonde snorted out a laugh. "Okay, yeah, I get it. You're the 
expert. I'll just let you do your thing. So, where to?" 

Blake looked away, a brief flash of crimson dusting her cheeks. 

"Era€ 1 here is fine, actually." 

"Here? " 


" Yes , here . " 

"As in, a pub, like the ones you were just complaining about my 
dragging you throughaC 1 " 

"Yes . " 

"...Kinda like a tavern, though without rooms, oh, or almost like a 
bar, but serving foodaC 1 " 

"Yes, Yang." 

"...And it just happens to be the one I entered." 

Blake rolled her eyes, visibly trying not to growl at the smirking 
blonde. "Yes... Yang..." she gritted out with precise 
enunciation . 



"Well, okay then, just wanted to be clear on that." Yang's smirk was 
firmly in place as she stepped aside, gesturing grandly. "After 
you . " 

Blake brushed past her, grumbling under her breath several choice 
opinions of Yang's parentage, mating habits, and preferred anatomical 
familiarity. All in extensive detail and color. 

By the time the pair of them reached the back of the pub, Yang was 
turning red from suppressing her laughter. 

_Godsa€ 1 all sorts of fun, this one..._ 

They ended up standing by the table where the blond boy sat. He was 
still studiously ignoring them, though his left hand, the only one 
visible, was tapping restlessly on the top of the table next to a mug 
of some sort of drink. 

"Sun," the raven-haired girl greeted him tersely. 

He shook his head. "Sorry, don't know anyone by that name." 

Blake growled quietly, leaning forward with her fists on the table's 
surface. "Don't give me shit about this. I know it's been 
awhile . " 

"It's been a fucking year, Blake," the boy answered with a grimace, 
still not meeting her gaze. "How do you expect me to act?" 

"Like you're happy to see me?" 

Sun stood up quickly, the chair banging to the floor behind him. Now 
that he was on his feet, Yang could see he wore a pair of blue 
trousers. Of greater signif icance, though, was a golden tail that 
swished behind him angrily. _Ahh, so a Faunusa€ 1 Monkey, I 
think?_ 

"Why should I be happy to see you?" he snarled, his right hand 
clutching the end of a staff that had been lying across his lap. His 
face stilled quickly, causing Yang to tense up in a way that his 
earlier sudden movement hadn't. 

"Are you here to kill me?" Sun asked, his voice deathly quiet. 

"No, Sun," Blake answered through seemingly numb lips. Her face was 
momentarily stricken by anguish that he'd even had to suggest such a 
thing, but it was quickly wiped away to be replaced with her usual 
neutral expression. 

"Then what do you want?" 

"Information. This is my employer. She's looking for someone." 

Sun snorted out an unamused laugh, kicking the fallen chair upright 
with his foot. His tail caught it and set it underneath him, and he 
plopped back down again. "What's in it for me, then?" 


"What do you want?" Yang asked, speaking up for the first 
time . 



"Hmm." He glanced over at her, his dark grey eyes suddenly 
interested. "Smart, for a Human." 

"Eh, I have my moments," the blonde shrugged modestly. "So, what are 
you interested in?" 

"Not going to offer me lien right off the bat?" 

"Not unless that's what you want, no." Yang sat down and leaned 
forward, her chin resting on her open palm. Blake took a seat next to 
her, eyeing the both of them cautiously. "But I have a feeling it 
isn't." 

Sun nodded slowly. "I trade information. I help you, you help 


"And if you don't know what I want?" 

"Well, then, you'll just have to take that chance . " 

Yang grinned widely, flashing her teeth. "I have a better idea. I 
trade you information, and if you don't know who I'm looking for, you 
keep your ear to the ground and your eyes open. You do find this 
person, then you let Blake know." She glanced aside at her companion. 
"I assume you two have a way to communicate, since you're apparently 
old buddies and all?" 

Blake just nodded slightly, but Sun spoke up. "Yeah, yeah we do. 
Alright, deal, but my effort depends on your information." 

"Fair enough." Yang sat back, interlacing her fingers behind her 
head. "How abouta€ 1 the location of a tidy little cache of 
gems ? " 

Sun smiled slightly at that. "How little?" 

"Roughly half a million lien." 

His smile dropped, to be replaced by a rather awestruck expression. 
"That'sa€l not so little." 

"Not so much, no." Yang grinned knowingly once more. "Know of a minor 
noble named Port?" 

"Yeah, petty little retired adventurer, likes to talk people's ears 
off about his younger daysa€ 1 " 

"That's the one. Master bedroom, fourth panel to the left from the 
window. There's a knot in the wood at about waist height, press it 

in . " 

Sun looked at her a tad suspiciously. "One, how do you know this, and 
two, how can I trust you?" 

The blonde woman barked out a quick laugh. "Well, I know all kinds of 
strange shit, best not to ask. And as for trusting me?" She tossed 
her hair over her shoulder negligently as she dropped her hands back 
down. "Well, _I _certainly wouldn't trust me. Figure it out for 
yourself. I'm sure you're only gonna use it to trade to someone else, 
anyways. Now, you ready to hear what I want?" 



"Yeah, go ahead." 


Yang nodded, resting both of her arms on the table in front of her. 
"I'm looking for a girl. Can't tell you her description as I've never 
met her. But she'll likely be young, or at least around my age or so. 
But the one thing that will set her apart is her presence." 

"HeraCl presence?" Sun asked skeptically. 

"Yes." Yang leaned forward slightly and allowed the crimson to color 
her eyes briefly. "Her presence." 

"I see," Sun replied, licking his lips uncertainly. "Okay, thenaC 1 
Yeah, obviously I don't know anyone like that, but I'll let you know, 
or at least I'll let Blake know, okay?" 

"Sounds good!" she replied cheerfully. Standing, Yang gave him a 
brilliant smile. "Pleasure doing business!" 

"RightaC 1 you tooa€ 1 " 

Yang turned and headed over to the bar, sensing that her companion 
was following her as Sun slipped out the front entrance. The blonde 
hopped onto a stool, motioning the bartender over. She wanted 
something to drink before the inevitable questioning started. 

"You don't even know what she looks like?" 

_Orrra€ 1 we could just dive right into the questions. _ 

"Nope, sorry, " she replied levelly, greeting the Gnomish bartender 
with a grin. "Two meads, please." 

"Make mine a wine, Mistralian green, " Blake interjected 
crossly . 

"Well, the meads were both mine, but yeah, okay. Add in a wine for 
the lady here." 

The Gnome grunted at them, his beady eyes evidently satisfied with 
their ability to pay for their tab. As he waddled to the side to grab 
appropriate glassware, Yang peeked over the edge of the bar, 
confirming that the short man had a raised plank to walk 
across . 

"So, explain this to me," Blake tried again. "She's your sister, but 
you don't know what she looks like." 

"That about sums it up, yep." 

"What about her name?" 

"No, not even that." 

"Anda€ 1 you don't know where on all of Remnant she could 
be?" 

Blake's amber eyes were a little wild at this point, as if she were 
seriously regretting throwing her lot in with what must have seemed 



to be a rather deranged women with highly unrealistic delusions of 
her own investigative abilities. 

Yang shrugged once more, snagging the handle on the mug that was slid 
her way. She chugged the mead quickly, slamming it down just in time 
to catch the second one. "I'll know her when I see her and talk to 
her, " she replied, finishing off her statement with a loud 
belch . 

"You are impossible, " Blake muttered. 

"So I've been told." 

The raven-haired rogue sighed as she lifted her goblet, swirling it 
around before she took a sip. Her eyes closed in satisfaction, 
bleeding away a considerable amount of her ire. 

"Why am I even here?' she asked quietly. 

Briefly, Yang wondered if she were thinking rhetorically, or perhaps 
even existentially, but decided to err on the side of caution and go 
with the literal for a change. "Because I need your skills and your 
knowledge . " 

"So far, all I've done is point you in someone's direction." 

"And that's been enough, as you say, so far. There's more you can 
tell me, though." 

Blake nodded slowly, taking another sip of her malachite-colored 
wine. "Such as?" 

Staring into her mug, Yang pursed her lips. There were a number of 
things she still hadn't uncovered, unsure as to what could be 
relevant to her stay there in Vale. Or what could possibly lead her 
to new clues. 

But there was one particular bit of information that had been vexing 
her for some time now. 

"Does the namea€ 1 Torchwick... mean anything to you?" Yang asked, 
glancing at Blake out of the corner of her eye to judge her 
reaction . 

Sure enough, the Cat Faunus stiffened slightly, and her immediate 
look of chagrin indicated she realized Yang had caught that. 

"Yes, " Blake murmured. 

At that, Yang turned halfway around on her stool, gesturing for the 
Cat Faunus to continue. 

Her companion sighed softly, resuming in the same quiet murmur so as 
not to attract attention. 

"Roman Torchwick is the head of the Thief's Guild. Human male, in his 
forties or so, very connected, just recently rose to his position 
after the previous Guildmaster wasaC 1 removed." 

"Hmm, " Yang mused. "And by 'removed', you mean assassinated." 



"Quite likely, yes." 

"And you're part of the Thief's Guild." 

Blake nodded somberly, answering even though it was clearly a 
rhetorical question. "I am." 

"Don't seem to like him much." 

The Cat Faunus screwed up her face, which Yang actually thought to be 
pretty adorable, not that she'd ever tell the reticent rogue 
that . 

"Ia€l have some objections regarding the new direction he's taken the 
Guild . " 

"Ahhh, " Yang sighed softly. "Now we're getting to what I want to 
know. What is this 'new direction' you mention?" 

Blake took another sip of her wine, closing her eyes briefly. "There 
have been numerousa€ 1 incidents. Seemingly sloppy robberies with 
coincidental fatalities. But they're not, they are very 
targeted . " 

"And what do you find objectionable?" Yang asked, sincerely 
curious . 

"We are _not _the Assassin's Guild," Blake spat out heatedly, her 
amber eyes flashing with barely suppressed anger. 

The blonde nodded, opening her mouth to ask some more questions, but 
she quickly froze. 

Somethinga€ 1 no, some_one_ was coming. 

Briefly she felt an elation that it might be her sister, but before 
the front door to the pub had even opened she was able to discern who 
exactly it was. Or rather, the pair of familiar someones. 

"Oum's blood," she growled, turning in her stool to face the door and 
leaning back on her elbows. "Blake, get on the other side of me, away 
from the door." 

"What-" 

"Do it, now!" she hissed. "No sudden moves. And don't say a _fucking 
_thing unless I tell you to, got me?" 

Blake clamped her lips shut, noiselessly slipping to the other side 
of Yang as ordered, wine in hand. The blonde did peripherally note 
with some humor that the rogue had slipped a knife into her free, 
concealed hand. 

But her focus right now was on the door, waiting for it to 
open . 

When it did, a rather unassuming pair of individuals strode in as if 
they owned the establishment. The first one through was a tanned 
slender girl with shoulder-length light green hair and crimson eyes. 



dressed in a brown halter top that exposed her abdomen, short white 
leggings, and sandals with straps that laced halfway up her calf. The 
hilts of twin long daggers showed behind her waist, attached to a 
leather belt with an ornate buckle. 

The second person to enter was about Yang's height, with slate grey 
hair and matching eyes. He was dressed all in black and grey, from 
the jacket to his shirt to his trousers and boots. He did not, as she 
expected, appear to be armed. 

The pair didn't hesitate at all in approaching Yang, though they 
slowed to a halt at a respectable distance from where she 
slouched . 

_Well, at least they're cautious this time. Took 'em long enough to 
learn ._ 

"Emerald, Mercury," she greeted them nonchalantly. "Been 
awhile . " 

"Not long enough, " the green-haired girl growled. "What are you doing 
in our town, Yang?" 

"_Your_ town?" Yang laughed lightly. "Oh, well now, _that ' s _news . 

Are you the welcoming committee, or the bouncers? 'Cause I sure as 
Oum know you ain't the ones in charge." 

"You know the two of us can take you on, " Mercury stated 
levelly . 

"Maybe," Yang smirked. "But here? In front of all theseaC 1 witnesses? 
You willing to go there?" 

"Oh, I am _so _willing to go there, you piece of Kobold-shit, " 

Emerald snarled eagerly, reaching behind her. 

Yang's smirk widened as Mercury placed a restraining hand on his 
companion. He didn't say anything, but if the look of pain that 
flashed across Emerald's face was any indication, he had her arm in 
an iron grip. 

"Lemme make this easy for you, " Yang stated with a bored tone to her 
voice. "I'm not setting upa€ 1 shop. Or anything of the like. Just 
passing through like before." 

"This isn't Atlas," Emerald gritted out, pain lacing her words. 

"No, and that means _he_ doesn't have the advantage here," she 
retorted, inclining her head towards the male. 

Mercury finally released the green-haired girl, stepping in front of 
her as she sagged back slightly. "You going to cause trouble?" he 
inquired. His grey eyes briefly flashed a dark violet color. 

"Not unless you do, " she retorted, allowing her own eyes to flash 
crimson in warning. 

The grey-haired man gave her a brief nod, then turned and pushed 
Emerald ahead of him. The pair left without further incident, 
allowing Yang to release a large sigh of relief. 



"What was that all about?" Blake asked, her voice subdued. 

The blonde simply turned and tossed back the rest of her drink, 
signaling the Gnome for another. 

" Yanga€ 1 " 

"I need you to promise me something, kitten," Yang began, her serious 
tone belying the playful nickname. "If you ever see either of those 
two again, and I'm not with you, you run. Doesn't matter who you're 
with or what you're doing, you run and don't look back." 

"Will you at least-" 

"No, Blake. Swear this to me, and then let the matter drop. 

Please . " 

The Cat Faunus sighed as she faced the bar once more, finishing off 
her wine. "Very well, Yang. I swear it." 

"Thank you," the blonde murmured into her fresh mug. 

Still, after that encounter, she felt incredibly off-kilter. 

Restless, even, her adrenaline having been raised with no outlet for 
release . 

"Know what we need?" Yang stated with the beginning of a grin. 

Blake glanced over at her companion, nonplussed. "Er, what?" 

"A bar fight." 

"Wea€l do?" 

"Absolutely," Yang continued, her grin widening. "Just the thing to 
cheer us up." 

"I honestly can say I don't need cheered up all that much." 

"Oh, sure you do. All that pent-up energy and mopinga€ 1 " 

"Yang, I do not mope." 

"Yep, you're a mopey kitten." 

"I swear to Oum, Yanga€ 1 " 

"Now, now," the blonde snickered, Blake's irritated glare sliding off 
of her like water. "Save that for the brawl." 

"Can you at least allow me to leave first?" 

"Mmmma€ 1 nope." Yang turned around to regard the trio of Dwarves who 
had leered at her earlier. "Hey, mud-digger! I hear your mother was a 
beardless Orc-lover!" 

"Oum's sodding balls," Blake groaned, sliding off of her stool. Just 
in time, as it turned out, to avoid the chair thrown by an enraged 
Dwarf . 



The melee that ensued was remarkable for a number of reasons. First 
was the sheer size of the brawl, as Yang had the uncanny ability to 
piss off people regardless of gender, race, or determination to stay 
out of the fight. Also there was Blake's rather impressive abilities, 
which Yang managed to keep an eye on even as she was tossing bar 
patrons onto tables or through walls. As she slammed her fist into 
the bearded face of one of the Dwarves, she spied the Cat Faunus 
somersaulting over the heads of a pair of Humans wielding makeshift 
clubs. As she soared over, she brought their heads smacking together, 
rendering the two of them unconscious. 

But perhaps the most notable feature of the bar brawl was Yang 
herself . 

The golden bruiser waded gleefully through the combatants, seemingly 
unable to be touched. She fought with her bare knuckles only, but her 
prodigious strength pummeled anyone who stood in her way. Eventually 
people would quail away from her in fear rather than face her wrath, 
no matter how much they would normally loom over her in 
height . 

Eventually, as the sounds of fierce roars were replaced by pitiful 
whimpers and moans of pain, only Yang and Blake remained on their 
feet. The latter was panting heavily, the sleeve of her purple blouse 
torn and her hair disheveled. 

The blonde, on the other hand, looked as if she'd just had the time 
of her life. 

"See?" she exulted, grabbing her companion around her shoulders and 
giving her a one-armed hug. "Just what we needed!" 

"YouaCl" Blake gasped, still trying to get her breathing under 
control, "...areaCl derangedaC 1 " 

"Elatterer, " Yang snorted, hauling the raven-haired girl over towards 
the bar where the Gnome was cowering behind still. She pulled out a 
handful of lien coins, tried counting them out but eventually just 
shrugged and slapped the whole handful down on the counter. 

Without another word she turned, Blake still being towed along, and 
exited the bar. 

After a block, Blake shrugged the blonde's arm off of her shoulder 
and glanced at her, an unreadable look in her amber eyes as she tried 
to straighten her torn sleeve and adjust her black leather 
vest . 

"How is it you can be that strong?" the Cat Eaunus inquired. "I saw 
you toss two fully-grown Human males, at the same time, across the 
room . " 

Yang graced her with a cheeky grin. "It's all the country air where I 
grew up. Did wonders for me." 

The raven-haired girl snorted inelegantly. "You are so full of 
Ogre-shit . " 


"So I've been told." 



■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>AN : * * Hmm, more players emerge, but not the ones we 
expected, eh? Don't worry, Em and Merc will make future 
appearancesa€ 1 Oh, and in case it wasn't obvious, Yang's default 
outfit for this fic is her Hunter variant. 

No update for _Pearls_ this week, so figured I'd advance this story a 
little bit. Next chapter, let's add the last pair to the 
party . . . 

Hugs to my Betas for this story, * *KellyConnely* * and 
* *PandaAnimeLover* * ! Plus much love and Cat Faunus cuddles to those 
who have reviewed: **Heil96**, * *AntonSlavik02 0 * * , * *FoxyFoxat ion* * , 
**Martin Hooperl**, * *Arcredempt ion* * , **Commando2341** and 
**Wolfenheart** . Thank you all for the kind words, and I'm glad 
Jeanne has been so well received so far! 

Stay shiny! 


End 
f ile . 



